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FORTUNE-TELLING AT BRIGHTON. 


“ After a journey occupying the greater portion of a week, Poor Pa, together with his strange-looking vehicle and the rest of the tribe, have at length 
reached Brighton, much to the consternation of its inhabitants. Whether Papa will ever again be content with the monotonous routine of town life, ’tis 
difficult to say. Anyhow, he is at present altogether infatuated with caravan life, and babbles hourly of his gipsy ancestors. Poor Ma is almost as bad, 
and her attempts, assisted by Evelina, to tell other people’s fortunes, are rewarded with far more ridicule than money.”—Toortsie. 


“1 AM THE MAN!” 


——— 


AMONG all the lives of “noted highwaymen, robbers, 
thieves and pickpockets,” there is scarcely an incident 
recorded more curious than appears in this case. 

A notorious criminal, called Thomas Wynne, was born at 
Ipswich in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, and at the age of 
fifteen went to sea. Nine years later, coming to London, he 
got mixed up with some loose company, and to support 
tumself in his extravagances, “left no villainy undone, til! 
at last he became so expert in housebreaking and all sorts 
of theft. that he was esteemed the most remarkable villain 
of his time,” and “had the boldness to rob the royal lodg- 
ings at Whitehall Palace of plate to the amount of £400, 
‘\\ for which he was taken and committed to Newgate.” 

' Fortunately for him, however, an act of Grace was pro- 
\ claimed, granting a free pardon for all offences except 
“murder, treason, and other notorious crimes,” and he was 
set at liberty. 

We next hear of him as “constrained to hire himself as 
under-servant in the kitchen to the Earl of Salisbury to 
avoid detection,” and we are told that “while he was in 
this post, he had the audacity to make love to the Coun. 
tess’s attendant, who, astonished at such insolence in aman 
: of his rank, returned his addresses with contempt, which 
Becton: Aga Mr. Thunderbliss, “have eggs aul coffee avain for breakfast ? (Half an hour later, at the club.) “What can I have for breakfast, James?" exasperated him so much that his love turned to hatred, 
cai ue lankity-dash your eternal ham and exes and coffee! TU—I1 have “Chop, steak, grilled sole, kidney, mushrooms, ‘am and eggs, sir.” “ Er—yes, Tn— and he vowed vengeance. He accordingly embraced an 

vree, Madan! You drier a man to his club! tr—bLriug me come ham and eggs.” “ Yessir—tca or coffee, sir?" “Er— coffee.” opportunity,and used her very brutally. until she was under 
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MAN’S CONSISTENCY. 
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‘essity of calling to the other servants for assistance. The 
rl, iniormed of his cruelty, ordered him to be whipped by the 
coachmian, and the same to be repeated once a week during a 
month; but having satiated his vengeance on the weman, he 
decamped from the house after robbiug the coachman of £9, bor- 
rowing £15 of the ma-ter-cook, carrying off a silver cup of the 
Earl's, and all the best clothes of the woman whom he had beaten, 
and went in quest of new adventures.” 

He now dressed himself asa porter and stole parcels consigned 
to carriers to the amount of eho £200, for which the different 
carriers had to pay. 

He, after this, determined to break into the house of a linen- 
draper in Honey Lane, and having done so, cut his and his wife's 
throat while they were asleep, ritled the house tu the amount of 
£2500, and, to prevent detection, sailed to Virginia, A beggar was 
taken into custody on suspicion, because he had been seen sitting 
upon a bench before the Aeeuse the previous day ; and although 
ouly circumstantial evidence appeared against him, he was tried, 
condemned, and executed in front of the dwelling, aud his body 
hung in chains at Holloway, : 

After Thomas Wynne had remained for about twenty years in 
Virginia, where he had made a large fortune and become the father 
of «# numerous tamily, he resolved to visit England once more 
before he died. The resolve was a fatal one, One day in Cheapside 
aw sudden uproar arose, “occasioned by a gentleman running olf 
from certain bailitts who were conducting hii te prison.” Upon 
this, Wynne ran also out into the street, and hearing somebody 

behind him erying, “Stop hime! stop him!” the hardened rob- 
Der’s conscience suddenly awoke, so that, coming to a standstill, he 
cried, “Lam the man!” “You the man!” suid those around him, 
“Whatman?” © The man who committed the murders in Honey 
Lane twenty years ago, for which a poor man was wrongfully 
hanged.” 

Upoa this confession he was carried before a magistrate, to whom 
he repeated his story, and Laving been committed to Newgate, was 
tried, condemned and executed before the house where he had 
perpetrated the crimes, Justice also overtook his family, who were 
wivy to his guilt. Upon hearing the news of his shameful death 
his wife went mad, and never recovered her reason. Two of his 
sons were hanged for robbery in Virginia, and the rest of the chil- 
dren were in the end reduced to abject poverty. 

* * * * * e 
PRIVIT FORE THE REEDER ONLI. 

i av explane too the marster printter that is tretement off me an 
billiumms romarnse iss ingeiin the cirkilashin, taters, the boi at the 
kole shopp, who av took the paiper in three weak runin, onli to 
reed the maiding :n the maniak, fore sai e never look att anythink 
cleo, av lef off subskribin, 

(Newt week,“ The Siutter-Shunter.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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*,” Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Pray forgive us asking, MURPHY, If you're really off your 
chump. All your weird and fearsome missives, Fairly give us 
here the hump, Quite another question, CHUEFFIE, You were in 
the wrong, of course, Splendidly ; awe thank you RoNatp, No, 
we harent, IX THE Forcr. You should please yourself, Miss 
Neck, Jana matter of the heart, Youre mistalen, ALTERATION. 
It is quite another part. Sorry, NiBs, awe cannot tell you That 
yew're made a great advance, SLOPER will be glad to, MENvIP. 
Erery one should hacea chance, Thanks for notice, UL. CHESTON, 
That's the sort of thing we like, ALLY cannot tell you, CYCLIST. 
He has lately sald his bike, The reward of virtue, surely, Thank 
you Jor the cutting, Put, You are right, indeed, DISGUSTED. 
It's enough to make one ill, Such a question, OLD SUBSCRIBER, 
ds a knotty point of law, ALLY'S sure he couldnt, Casvor. 
Anyhow, in those he san, ees 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
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THERE is a man who is such a confirmed bachelor, that when he 
goes down Tottenham Court Road he has to cross the other side of 
the way because he feels ashamed to look the perambulator shop in 
the face. + * 


Victim, Look here, what do you mean by selling me this 
wretched crock of a horse? : 
Coper, 1 sold it to youas being properly broken, didn’t 1? 
Victim. Yes, and the brute’s broken-kneed and broken-winded. 
Coper. Well, Tin blowed if I know what more you want, unless 
you'd like to have him broken-backed as well, 
-* 


* 
Though your corn merchant may be the saddest of men, 
And never indulge in a laugh, 
You cannot deny for a moment that he 
Is a wonderful fellow for chaff. 


** 
> 


Friend of the Family. But how is it you are doing so badly? It 
was a good practice when your father bought it for you, was it 
not? 

Young Doctor, Oh, yes! over a hundred good patients, besides 
chance work. 

Friend of the Family. Ther what has become of them all? 

Young Doctor, Why—er—l've used them all up. 

aa 
‘ 

SLOPER says that in some respects the long-continued sunny 
weather is rather trying. The lizht is so strong, that he has wasted 
«quite a fortune in blacklead in doing up his dress suit and in bath- 
bricking and scouring up the immortal hat. Then his boots, they 
would be all cracked into bits if the water-cart chaps didn't allow 
him to shove his feet in among the diamond streams that come 
from the iron piy ine. Thisa good wind that blows somebody il. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
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Jones (in backaround). We want 
some rain to swell the corn. 

Bumblefoot (in soreground ). Tf le 
micans mine, it’s a nasty snack, 


ONE M.P AT ONE PM 


He, \f there is no moonlight to-morrow night will you mect me by gaslight ? 
She, C rtainly not! Iam no gas metre. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES 


The Sqnirrelk, 


“Fancy Portrait? Oh, dear, no! 
He's Blooming T(h)all !” 


a2. 


Saturday, July 1, 1893, 


Shopkeeper, Yes, sir; the fellow walked in, snatched a bit of my 
best Stilton out of the window, and then bolted down the atrect. 
Spinner, I wonder you allowed him to run away. 
Spanner, Perhaps he had the bét between his teeth, 
s¢ 


s 
It isacurious thing that when we admire anyone we say that 
he's “ got his head screwed on the right way.” But when he's bern 
to one of them smokers, the next moruing he would be very 21.4 
if someone could screw the head vif him tue wrong way altugetier 
or anyhow, 2 
* 


Friend, Which do you consider the best asa clerk, a bacheior, 
ora married man? 
City Man, Oh, a married man, undoubtedly. 
Frvend, How is that? 
City Man, Among other reasons he is never in w hurry to cet 
home in the evening if there is sny extra werk tu b+ dow: 
a) 
THOUGH trade be at ‘its worst for folk, 
And thousands see their ruin coming, 
The honey bee should ne‘er go broke, 
His business being always humming. 


* 

Friend, 1 am sure that you will agree with me, Mr. Cattendo:, 
that marriage isa failure. 

My. Cattendog. On the contrary, sir; my marriage was a greaud 
success, 

friend (astounded), Whiea-a-at ! 

Mr, Cattendog, The marriage was all right; it was the livin, 
together afterwards that was a failure. : 

*- 


* 
Snipper. 1 hear Joho isn't getting on very well with his bicycle, 
Sohus Father, Isn't he? From what I can see, when he's prac. 
ticising, he does very little else but get on and fall off, 
ad 


* 
Editor, I want an article on the joys of matrimony. Who's the 
best man to do it? 
Sub-Hditer, Johnson. 
Kiditor, Ol, no! he won't do; he's married, 
= 
School Teacher, Spell ladder. 
Hirst Boy, Lew-d-e-r, 
Sehool Teacher, Next. 
Second Boy, Lea-d-d-e-r, 
School Teacher. Go up one. 
Seound oy, L mustn't ; mother'll whack me if I do. 


* 
Miss Fossell, There goes Miss Montmorency the actress. How 
well she conceals her age ! 
Mufiins (gallantly), Not half as well as you do, Miss Fossell. 


* 

Ethel, Oh, Gladys, is it true? May tells me you are engaged tu 
five men all at once, 

Gladys, Don't you believe it, my dear. There’s one Society 
masher, two Government clerks, a lisping sub. in the Guards, and 
Lady McFoosle’s pet post—not ® mau among the lot. 

s* 
* 

Mrs, Penhecker, 1 wonder how it is that so few (domestic ser- 
Vants ever get married ; 2 

Mr. Penhevker. 1 supposerthey’ve lived so long with married 
people that they take warning by the awful examples always before 
them, ee 

s 


Inquirer, And did he enter your premises with felonious 
intentions ? 

Retired Prize- Fighter. 1 don’ know wot he entered with, but he 
went out with a couple of lovely black eyes and a broken jaw, 


2 
Lives there on earth, we'd like to know, 
A comic writer felier 
Who never yet has made a jest 
About an umbrella? 


* 
First-Man in Audience (enthusiastically). Ah, but he’s a fiuished 
orator ! 
Second Man in Audience (who har had quite enough of i). 
Finished! do you say? 1 wish to gooduess he had. 
= 


* 
Scribley. Yes, I’ve come to the conclusion most editors are a lot 
of old fools. 
Friend, Oh, there are some young idiots among them. 
Seribley. Well, yes; but most of them I’ve had dealings with 
seemed to be in declining years. | 


* 
He (relating adventure), Yes, it_was a crushing blow: fairly 
knocked me silly, I can assure you, Miss Gladys. . 
Sie. 1t must have been ; do you ever expect to get over it? 


a 
ScENE—Blue Pig. 

Lord Bob (speaking of business acquaintance who has just left). 
Ah, he’s a sharp man, he is. I bet a sov. you don't know a sharper. 
Sloper, Done with you, my boy, for the quid and drinks, | do. 

Lord Bob, Right you are, then. Whois he? what's his name? 

Sloper, Iky Mcses. 

Lord Bob. \ky! ; 

Sloper, Yes, [ky 1 1f he ain't a sharper, tell me who is. Mine's 
an “Unswectened” cold, Miss, please; and I'll trouble you, Jiv!). 
for that thick 'un, 


s¢ 
* 


Je. You don’t seem to take much interest in the paper to-day. 
She (petulantly). No, L should think not! There isn’t a decent 
murder or a divorce case in the whole stupid thing. It's tuo bad. 
it is! = * 
* 


; fig (according to his own account), Buggins is a man of vast 
ideas. 

Brown, I never knew him to have but one. 

Smith, What was that? 

Brown, Buggins. ee 

* 

First Patient. Wonderful man, our doctor, isn't he? He tells me 
however hard he works he never feels tired. 

Second Patient. That's curious, now; he told me himself only 
yesterday he was often knocked up at night. 

= 


* 
IN Nature’s state the monkey must 
Most impecunious be, 
For you will nearly always find 
hat he is up a tree. 


* 
Visitor (anrious to please). Your daughters appear to be very 
engaging girls, Mr. Quiverful. 
Quicerful (witha sigh). Engaging, do yousay? I wish to gooc- 
ness they were marrying. ee 
* 


“MAnyY a man thinks he is suffering from broken heart wher 
it’s only a crooked stomach, or imagines he is a victim to disei~ 
of the brain when all the time it is disease of the liver, and thou- 
sands mistake dyspepsia for despair."—L£ztract from SLOPEL > 
Reflections. ‘ee 

* 


Ranlayer (testily, to New Groom). Now look here, Wilson ; Yo" 

don't know how to manage a single horse, to say nothing of a part. 

When I engaged you you told me plainly you were used to drivit::- 
New Groom, Yes, zur, I did ad zo I be, zur, zo I be. 2 
Employer (interrupting). Oh, don't talk nonsense, fellow. Wl: 

have you ever driven? 

New Groom (xtolid) vy), Cows, zur. 


Saturday, July 1, 1893.] 
TOOTSIE AT CLACTON-ON-SEA. 


os 


Says the good guide-book : * Without, on the one hand, aspiring 
to be considered a gay piace, this comparatively new seaside resort 
is one of those pleasant 
little spots which cannot, 
on the other, be classed 
among the dull ones, as 
it has its regatta and the 
daily excitement attach- 
ing to the arrival of the 
steamer.” 

Yes, dears, we are at 
Clacton-on-Sea, and we 
rather fancy the natives 
and the other visitors 
have got more = excite- 
ment out of us than they 
hitherto have out of the 
steamer, If not, it has 
not been our fault. 

Lob is here, and if his 
stutements be correct, 
Voor Pa’s conduct with 
respect to the fares is i 
little off colour, It may 
be remembered that Poor 
Va paid our third class 
fares out of some money 
he produced fromna paper, 
saying at the time that 
Ma had given it to him 
to pay taxes. According 
to Bob, Poor Pa had suf- 
cient money given to him 
to get first class tickets 
for all five. It is a question whether this circumstance could 
somehow have slipped from Poor Pa’s memory. Bob has tele- 
xraphed to him on the subject, and paid for a reply, which we 
have not yet received. 

Billy and the Dook Snook tamper down as far as Stratford, 
where, at the Theatre Royal, they chanced to meet my friend Mr. 
Arthur Fredericks, who advanced them the amount of their fares, 
and at night they joined us, both of them in a ravenous condition, 
and ate two lumps of bread each before the waiter had time tu 
serve the cold meat. i 

This morning they seem much better, and have been having a 
swimming match, we girls following in a boat in case of danger. 

An event henceforth ever memorable at Clacton-on-Sea was our 
tirst dip. You know, dears, I told you about our bathing costumes 
und how [ expected we should knock the male onlookers. We did. 
We knocked - 
them silly, and 
tilled the 
breasts of the 
femme division 
with envy and 
rage. The lady 
Visitors at 
Clacton are, 
for the most 
part, of a mild 
nud inottensive 
sort, Who do a 
deal of nevdle- 
work and read 
penny tovel- 
ettes, 

Babies are 
plentiful just 
now at Clae- 
ton, and their 
unhappy mam. 
mas look awe. 
fully hot lug- 
xing them 
ubout. A 
“tine child” 
in hot weather 
is, from my 
point of view, 
au drug in the 
market. 

I must not 
forget to tell 
you, dears, that we did the quick change trick in the bathing 
machine, and that our costumes drying created a much greater 
reusation than the most popular pictures of the season have done 
at the Royal Academy. 

The beach is good here, and they havea pier about 1150 fect long, 
on which what there is of rank and fashion strolls. Fishing isa 
bit off unless you like whiting, but whiting is a tish not many 
English cooks can do justice to. This is surprising, seeing how weil 
they are served up at those wonderfully cheap places about Soho. 

There are some nice places about Clacton, and Malden and Hart- 
ley Woods are tirst rate for picnics. The ancient Priory of St. Osith 
should also be visited, though who St. Osith Stop a minute, 
here it is ina book. St. Osith was a lady. She was, indeed, a virgin 
queen, like Queen Elizabeth. She wasalso the Abbess of Chick, near 
Colchester, and was martyred about 870. 

The grounds in which the Priory stands are beautifully laid out, 
but the country generally round Clacton is tlat ; but there are a lot 
of odd little old cottages, with trim gardens and orchards, that are 

—~ worth sketching. 

’ There seem to be 
enough churches and 
chapels for Wesley- 
ans, Baptists, Congre- 
gationalists and other 
sects, and at Frinton 
there is achurch said 
to be the smallest in 
England, though it is 
known not to have 
been always filled. 

So far, this year's 
tour seems to pro- 
mise well, With the 
exception of a few 
words between Tot tie 
and Lardi, and a few 
more between Lord 
Bob (who got much 
the worst of it) and 
myself, things have 
gone pretty 
smoothly. — Bob, in- 
deed, has been, for 
him, quite liberal in 
his catering, and has 
just now pid, with- 
out grumbling much 
a shilling Billy had 
borrowed of a waiter 
at our hotel. 


The first dip. 


An exciting race, 


Lou's misfortune. 


* * * * » * 

A cloud in the sky! A sudden storm! Bob had bought a 
vorreous seaside suit. which hitherto has been greatly admired. 
In un unguarded moment he leaned against 2 newly-iarred boat. 
Derisive observations and unseemly mirth follow him, He is now 
siying d-a-m out loud. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


MAGNANIMITY AND MUTTON TESTS. 

“OT weather or uo ‘ot weather,” said Farmer Fumblefarrow, as 
he laid down the newspaper containing the account of the prose- 
cution of some farmers for sending carcases of lambs which had 
“turned.” and so become unfit for fuod, to Smithfield, * why hadn't 
they took precautions 2” 

“Wot sort oo precautions?” 
grocer. 

“Why, the same sort as 1 does,” 

Farmer Fumblefarrow did not, as a rule, discuss his private 
affairs in the Harvest Home, but he had consumed so much gin- 
and-cider this evening, under the irritating intluences of the tropical 
atmosphere, that nothing was to be wondered at. So the grocer, in 
a tone of provocation, went on, 

“See, it's easy “nul! to say what other folk should do, but ye 
don't tell ‘em ‘ow ye does it yerself 1” 

“But Lill,” cried old Fumblefarrow, “if it’s on’y for the sake 
of lowerin’ the sale o’ your preservative-mixture, which ain't no 
more good to meat when it’s fairly on the turn than chewed hay to 
a sick ‘orse! Down in my village lives the curate. The poor 
curate, every body calls ‘im, for he on'y gets sixty pun a year, and 
‘aves to preach in the church at ‘Opples ‘Oysted every other Sun- 

yr. Well, he ‘avin’ a hearty appetite, and ‘arf a dozen growin’ 
ys with hearty appetites too, whenever 1 kills a half a dozen 
sheep and has‘em on hand a bit longer than TE ean help, 1 sends 
over a bit o' the thin endo’ the neck—or a shoulder, if Um very 
doubtful—for their dinner. O° course, 1 kaewrs they've bin livin’ 
on treacle-and-rice, or lentil soup, for a week previous, and so are 
sure to eat itat once, Nex’ day | calls on “em, and inquires, in an 
off-hand sort o' way, how they all feels. Tf t tind they're all alive 
and ‘earty, and that there’s nothin’ amiss with any one on ‘em, | 
goes home easy in my mind; and then, and not before, I sends 
them sheep up to Smithtield. Oh, it’s an infallible test, 1 tell you 
—to say nothink o’ the charity in feedin’ the ‘angry—and that’s 
doubly why L blame these fellers that sends stinkin’ carcases to 
the market—w-w-what's that noise outside ?” 

It was the Reverend Lazarus Chasuble—the poor curate—who 
had called in to look at the tavern almanack, and catching the 
ei of the conversation, was being violently ill in the ostler's 
yard, 


asked Mr. Fiutertister, the village 


——__.—___—_ 


AT RESIDENTIAL PRICES. 

‘TWAS on Sunday, the 16h, just before noon, and a fine old 
English gentleman of the “county family” style, with his son, a 
tall, gaunt youth of one-and-twenty, strolled unpurposely along 
the bustling Boulevard des Capucines. At least, when we say un- 
vurposely, we are not altogether telling the truth. for the couple 
had “crossed” during Saturday night with the sole object of re- 
couping some of “* Pi’s" losses at Ascot at Longchamps on that 
very afternoon; and as “Ma” would have to be mollified—as 
some little peace-offering would have to be made to her in order 
that she should not take ¢ve serious notice of such irreligious and 
unbecoming proceedings—it was deemed advisable to scour the 
boulevards in search of a present. Women always expect a present 
from their male kind returning from Paris, often overlooking the 
fact that the sole object of the fin de sfecle Parisian at race times 
is to clean out and skin the adventurous Briton. 

Now “ Pa” was widely awake to the fact that these little tricks 
of extortion were only kept to be practised upon * milor Anglais,” 
but he was a man of resource: he could repair the deficiency. 
Spotting a shop of the kind of which he was in search, hard by the 
Grand Hotel, he wunk the other eye furiously at his offspring—as 
much as to say, “See me do this” —and entered. Bowing with his 
best Parisian air. and raising his hat to the sweet and inviting 
young mademoiselle behind the counter, he said, in the best 
French that was taught tifty years ago at the Upper Woppington 
High School : 

* Er—er—voulez vous montrer mui, s'il vous plait, quelque—er— 
pairs de huit-et-demi—er—gl—gants ?” 

The simile in the eve of the beautiful mademoiselle was not alto- 
gether the smile of comprehension ; indeed, she showed very little 
readiness to grasp the situation, and the son, whose own French 
had been scutes at a somewhat more recent date, made a rash 
attempt to come to vs” rescue, 

“1 don't think, guv’nor, she quite 

“Sh-h-h—boy!) Sh-h-h!” gasped the elder linguist in an agon- 
ised and very audible whisper; “shut up, for heaven's sake, or 
she'll take us for Englishmen!” 

EE EOE: 


THE ENGINE-DRIVER. 
THE engine-driver, though we're not 
Disposed to taunt or thout him, 
Or lightly speak of him, has got 
Some curious points ubout him. 


Though men may him for various crimes 
Beyond redemption deem, 

Yet, none the less, he’s oftentimes 
surrounded by his-steam. 


Though he to quench his thirst may take 
No draught save Allsopp’s Pale. 

Yet many a run he’s wont to make 
On many another (rail! 


He's ne'er allowed when he’s a load 
Of liquor forth to fare ; 

Yet. whensoe’er he drives abroad 
You'll tind he's i-gin there. 


His garb is greasy, rough, unclean, 
Yet in our Queen's domain 

No titled lady e’er was seen 
To drag so long a train. 


Though near to Staffordshire. may hap, 
He's journeyed, he's a bloke 

Who takes on every trip a chap 
Along with him to Stvke. 


————— 


DECEPTION ON BOTH SIDES. 

THEY were on the wedding tour. Julia de Shanty ville McClunie, 
the daughter of the enormously rich old stockbroker (so she said), 
and the distinguished foreign nobleman, Count Gustavus de 
Brilliantino de Bergamot, who, while on a visit to some friends in 
London (so he said) had met the lovely Julia at the Boytoneries 
—or the Chuteries—whichever you may choose to call it—and, 
after a brief courtship, had made her his. Life looked blissful and 
romantic to the ecstatic young couple, and a future, full of rose- 
embowered vistas, endless moonlight: reveries, and the dreamy 
dolce far niente of far away tropical Edens, whose existence was 
guessed by both, but unspoken by either, rose before their rap- 
turous vision. 

The beautiful bride lifted her lovely head from his shoulder, He 
had been dreamily, with eyes half-closed, running his deft fingers 
through the wavy masses of her delicious golden tresses. It seemed 
to have had the effect of carrying his thoughts far away, for, half 
ina dream, he murmured, * Vill you haf a singe or shampoo, sir?” 

A horrible suspicion shot across Julia's mind—but no, it was too 
ridiculous! Gustavus recovered himself as his charming young 
bride looked at him with a startof surprise. He kissed her classic 
forehead, and laid her head once again upon his shoulder. Then 
he drew from his pocket a solitary ten-pound note, saying as he 
handed it to her: 

“My tarling—here iss de fairst bresent of bin-money for you— 

pless vou, my bretiy von!” 
Carried away beyond herself by delight, Julia must nearly have 
forgotten for the moment that she was (as she said.) the only 
daughter of the wealthy old stockbroker, for, plucking an imaginary 
lead pencil from behind her ear she said, as she clutched the note. 
in a voice that was peculiar to Westbourne Grove : 

“Si-—ign!” 
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UNCLE JOSHUA. 


—~— 


It was most unfortunate—Unele Joshua turning up just as the 
Bilberrys’ Garden Party was in full swing. 

That important social function had been elaborately organised 
to celebrate the ‘ 
engagement of 
Matilda Bilberry 
with young 
Charlie Soun- 
derside. He 
drove his own 
dogeart from his 
own villa to his 
own City office, 
and passed 
everything on 
the road. He 
was barely five 
and twenty, vet 
he had made for 
himself, by smart 
dealings in 
stocks, a good 
position and in- 
come, 

Great was the } 
joy of the Bil- < 
errys when 
Charhe one dav 
asked Matilda if 
he might ask 
ue Mrs. Bil- 
merry Was in 
elysium, and 
issued invi- 
tations forth- 
with. A marquee 
was erected upon 
the lawn, and Chinese lanterns were hung in every available spot. 

And in the midst of it all, who should drop in’ buc—Uncle 
Joshua, with his vulgar speech and manners, to shock the swell 
people. and to drop his h’s and slip in his * we wases.” 

Mrs. Bilberry would have had him received at the door with a 
curt “not at home,” but on this point Bilberry was firm. 

“Old Josh is old Josh,” he said. “He's come into our home 
before now with a handful of notes to save it being sold over our 
heads, and I'm not going to shut my door to him now.” 

“But what will the Spynkses and Binxes and the other best 
wople think of our having such a relative?” expostulated Mrs, 
Ritberrs. * He was just now asking Henry to bring him out a long 
clay pipe and a tankard,” 

“Anda good judge, too,” persisted Mr. Bilberry.‘ Look here, 
my dear, these fine folks you think so much of wouldn't look at us 
if we were as hard up as we have been in the days when good old 
Uncle Josh was a 
friend in need.” 

“ Anyway 
will xot pain our 
darling child by 
introducing him 
to Charlie 
Bounderside,” 
snapped out Mrs. 
Bilberry, as she 
flounced away. 

And Unele 
Josh, emerging 
> from behind the 
acacias, Where he 
had retired to 
smoke 2) quiet 
pipe, gripped the 
hand = of his 
nephew and slap- 
ies him on the 

ack, chuckling : 

“so Josh the 
cond nin’t 
ashamed of old 
Josh, for all Josh 
the Second has 
got up = inthe 
stirrups an’ is 
ridin’ easy, an’ 
old Josh the First 
is a vulgar old 
marty as don't 
use h’s an’ don’t wear gloves, and-can't stand kid of any kind.” 

And, arm-in-arm, just as staunch friends as ever, they sauntered 
away ; and, as luck would have it, they ran against Mrs. Bilberry, 
a knot of local celebrities, and—Matilda and her fiancé, 

“Mr. Bounderside ; Mr. Liddicombe.” And she whispered, “A 
rather eccentric person, but a relative—a very distant one—so we 
are bound to recognise him, you know.” 

Strangely enough, it was Charlie Bounderside who seemed most 
perturbed by the introduction, and he saluted Uncle Joe with an 
amount of deference very different from his usual airy manner. 

And, later on, when the guests had left the garden for the house 
to assemble round the supper-table, he entered the summer-house, 
where Uncle Josh sat smoking alone, and said : 

“You won't give me away, sir, | hope. I'm very fond of the 
girl; sois she of me. I'm getting on in the world, and, upon my 
soul! I've gone as straight asa die since. 1 was only a lad at the 
time,and I 
meant to \ 
put every- 
thing back 


Drove his own dogeart. 


Slapped him on the back, 


was my 
oflice - lad 
for fo ur 
ears, 
said Uncle 
Josh. * Did 
you ever 
know mea 
hard or an 
unforgiv- 
ing man? 
Charlie, I 
ain't going 
to round, 
You made 
au omistake 
— you re- 
rented, 
Mum's the 
word,” 
And, 

greatly to 
M Ril- 
berry’s sur- 
prise, her 
husband's 
uncle and wae 
her prospective son-in-law a few minutes later entered the dininz- 
room arm-in-arm, and Charlie afterwards toasted Mr, Liddicombe 
as A real gentleman.” 


~N 
As 


In the summer Louse, 
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SCENE FROM HIGH LIFE. 
James. Picase, mum, Lord Nozoo and Lady Day ts cum, 


Some people prefer loveliness on the stage. SLOPER prefers 
it in the sea. Nothing artificial there, you bet. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS, 


iN 


Sheu th NY 


A. SLOPER has had n kind of a sort of an interview with Mr. Tattersall; it came 
about in this way: When the Dook Snook’s sporting cousin died, his grace came 
into possession of an heirloom, in the shape of Black Maria, the family race-horse. 
“SLOPEK,” said the Dook, “I've no place for a stud"—A. SLOPER glanced at the 
frayed buttonhole on the ducal breast and murmured something about “ those 
Inundresses"—“ therefore I shall dispose of Black Maria. Do you waut to buy an 
heirloom? If so, she is yours, at a price.” “ Well,” remarked A. SLOPER, “* Tm not 
doing much in heirlooms at present ; but what are her points?" “ Points, my dear 
fellow ?” criel the Dook, “she is all points!" “So I perceive,” remarked A. SLOPER, 
sucking his fingers after patting the mare, “I have known that oss all my life,” 
observed the Dook, “and can vouch for her good qual—" “ By the way,” inter- 
rupted A. SLOPER, “why do yon call her ‘oss’? 1s it because she is bony ?_ If I 
purchase her Iam not so sure but what I shall re-christen her Bony Black Bess.” 
“A truce to your quips,” cried the Dook, indignantly ; “do yon mean business ?” 
“Certainly. What's the figure?” “Two thousand guineas,"\snid the -Dook, with 


SPONTANEOUS ;COMBUSTION. 
an \, 


No. 293.—Miss MINNIE GODDARD. 


“fler love and hers alone can dam the torrent of my 
passion !~ —The Dook Snook. 


“A fairer maid ne‘er graced the earth 3" —Lord Bob, 


“ Far rarer than a priceless gem is beauty such as Minnie’s !” 
—T he lion. Billy. 


(2) And the Elder said, “Dear me, whit'’s this? A‘m near ‘skumfished.’” 


(1) The Laird sct fire to the Elder's cot arly the other morning. 


SLOPER’S HALF-HGLIDAY. 


“Take me like this, mister, jest as if I was a-walking in 
Ide Park like any other toff.” 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Mr. TATTERSALL, 


Sate 


(Saturday, July 1, 1893. 


“Being so hot, the girls of our chorus are 
talking of petitioning the County Council to 
allow them to wear their hallet costumes in the 
strects."—Frtract from Letter of Young Lady. 


decision. “TH give you two pun ten—down.’——(1) “ Done with you!" cried tie 
Dook, eagerly, scarcely avle to control his excitement, And thns it wast! 

Eminent became an owner of race-horses.—(2) His first step was to have Blac 

Maria photographed for the sporting papers, with Alec as his stud groom hotding ber 
heal. A. SLorKR commenced a joke about being as sick as a horse when he saw tl 
photo, but a reproachful frown from the Dook silenced him.—(3) The disgracetul 
exhibition Black Maria made of herself (Evelina up) at the Derby, Oaks, and Ascot 
is now sporting history. Of conrse the Family had backed the mare for the tri}! 

event, and ruin seemed to stare A. SLOPER in the face. Nought remained but to part 
with the animal.—(4) “But why,” asked Mr. Tattersall, when A. SLOPER called at 
Knightsbridge, “not wait till after Goodwood ? You won't? Then I should advi-: 
& private sale; so much the pound, all at. You agree? All right; I know the 


very man. Put ber on the scaics, Tom."——(5) And when “the very man * brought Ba‘s 
round to Miliew Court poor Black Maria arranged on skewers, and threw Snatcher make | 
a.fractional part for his noon-day meal, A. SLOPER heavei a bitter sigh. oncket 
a 
\ 


She. 
He, ' 
She, 
(3) Then he tackled McBung (who had come up to see the fun). “I told ye what 5:5 edge of 
parafiin whusky wid dae; my breath sct fire tae the hoose last nicht. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here's something to keep up your peckers, .adies and gentlemen. Begone, dull care, is my 
motto, and 1 try to live up to it in my private life as well as in my show. Next weck's wedding is 
ua big affair, I know, but the above will require some knocking out. On we go:—By clephant the 
lion was caught, And better manners quickly taught :—At the Crystal Palace gay Foresters in 
bright array :—The general dossers know a trick, So into parks thus scramble quick :—.trt and 


. YD 


ADVICE GRATIS. 
Ba‘s-nan (winding up di:pute). You just look yah—don't yoh 
make yohself so big just Lecause yoh | appens to hab a pair of 
cricketing trousers. 


She. L don't believe you love me as much as you did. 
He, What makes you think that ? 


She, Because at one time you wouldn't let me go so near the “No, this is not Bellona from the Royal Academy. This is Bell on a rock and the tide 


A COINCIDENCE. 


s- 


literature we see In SLOPER and young Jubilee :—The cloudlvss skies, with great dismay, The farmer 
views both night and day :—This pastime for the youthful mind, Was treated ina way unkind :—She 
from the statue draws the screen, And sees herself, our noble Queen.—My centre illustration you 
may think is allegorical. Not a bit of it. I can assure you. It’s a fact, and facts sneak for 
themselves, as you all know.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


SHE KNEW. 
Governess. What is the “future” of the verb love ? 
Pupil (quickly). Marriage! What do you think ? 


elge of the cliff. has come up.” A GREAT BOWL R ON A ORY WICKET. 
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For some seasons past now, more particularly last year, Henle 
Regatta has been a water carnival in a double sense, To speak 
plainly, it) has 
poured cats and 
dogs on more 
occasions than 
one of recent 
years, and the 
enjoyment to be 
otherwise de. 
rived from this 
important — fix- 
ture has been 
yvery  consider- 
ably damped. 
Despite the fact 
that the ther- 
mometer regis- 
ters about ninety 
in the shade at 
thet >of writ- 
ing, it is just on 
the cards that 
the mere fact of 
its being Henley 
you know, wn 
having the plea- 
sure seckers ab- 
solutely at his 
merey, may 
cause the clerk 
of the weather 
to turn on the 
rain just by way 
of fun and 
variety. Badly as wet is wanted, it is to be hoped, however, that 
Ulhavea dry Henley ; it is too painful to see so many dainty 
toilets soaked and spoiled, too sad to have to seck the houseboat 
enbin and drink whisky when one would so far rither imbibe iced 
champagne cup upon the deck. Henley is a function the world 
end A. SLOPER looks eagerly forward to, and let's hope neither 
will experience a sense of disappointment, 


” 

THE unaccepted offer of the Dook Snook to decorate himself 
with a Larks / poster during his seaside tour, for 4 small consider- 
ation, has caused much comment and disgust inthe Peerage. Asa 
matter of fact, though, Larks / doesn’t want any advertising ; it’s 
altogether too stupendous aw ha'porth to ever suffer from want of 
peulronage s* 

2 

We have pleasure in informing our readers that the drawing of 
Miss Jessie Centr which appeared in our issue of June luth, is 
from a photograph of that lady taken by Messrs, F. Harring- 
ton & Co., of 31 Wilton Road, Victoria Station, 8.W. 

* 


THE London drawing room hax doubtless its charm for loveli- 
ness, but not to the extent that have our popu'ar seaside resorts, 
The recent 
apellof Ward 
weather, 
“herefore,has 
been looked 
unon by the 
average me- 
tropolitan 
shopkeep er 
nssomething 
whieh could 
have — well 
been done 
without. Just 
how, at a period 
when trade is 
generally brisk, 
London is prac. 
tically empty, and 
although next 
week an improve: 
meat may be no- 
ticeable, it will be 
of a temporary 
rather than of a 
permanent charac- 
ter. ead 


We understand 
that it was at one 
time intended to 
put Princess May 
on the Larks ! free i 
list for life, as a graceful sort of wedding gift. The chief of the 
Ball's Pond Banditti has, however, set his face against the pro- 
posal, on the ground that eve ry body should buy their own ha‘porth. 
Thereis much excitement in Court circles as to the ultimate result 
of the dispute, *\¢ 


THE Press Band which is playing every day on the Thames 
Embankment between one and two, Saturdays excepted, is warmly 
supported by A, SLOPER. The Old 'Un’s pal, Mr. W. L. Thomas, of 
the Graphic, did a kindly act_towards the Fleet Street printers 
when he thought out the idew. We wish Mr. Thomas ea | get up 
a band to play outside “The Sloperies.” Perhaps he will, now 
we've given him the hint. ‘ee 
s 


A VISIT toSt. George's Hall during the progress ofa German Reed 
Entertainment has never yet failed to yield the amusement-seekers 
a thorough fill 
of enjoyment, 
and the present 
excellent pro- 
gramme _pro- 
vided by the 
management 
for the edifi- 
cation and 
delight of its 
patrons, is cer- 
tainly no excep- 
tion to the rule. 
» Dan'l’s Delight 
Band Boe 2 are 
in the well- 
known and tho- 
roughly appre- 
ciated style of 
entertainment 
peculiar to St. 
George’s Hall— 
charming, tune- 
ful works they 
ore, too; whilst 
that veritable 
prince of musi- 
eal sketch 
artistes, Mr. 
Corney Grain, 
once again scores a tremendous success with his Echoes from the 
Opera, Unquestionably one of the cleverest and most humorous 
sketches which this inimitable performer has produced, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THERE is much ——— in balletdom, and no wonder. An 
unmannerly correspondent has been writing to a theatrical con- 
temporary and saying all 
sorts of rude things about 
the dear, delightful crea- 
tures who figure upon our 
variety boards. Accord- 
ing to this ungallant per- 
sonage, not one girl in 
twenty has the slightest 
pretensions to good looks, 
and 99 percent. are “ made- 
up" to such a degree that 
they are little else than 
animated masses of pad- 
ding. This is really shock- 
ing, but SLOPER doesn't 
Welieve a word of it, not 
he, and the dear Old Man 
uwaits with confidence to 
see that wicked _ letter- 
writer cocalesly and 
utterly pulverized by some 
keen-witted Be Friv.” girl. 


Ir is not altogether im. 
wrobable that a sensational 
reach of promise suit may 
arise out of the offer of 
Lord Bob to write a series 
of articles for Larks! en- 
titled “Girls I Have 
Mashed.” Tootsie is very 
naturally indignant, and if it wasn't that so munch depends on Bob 
just now, his lordship would have a particularly warm time of it. 
7. 


THE Mildewed Littératenr has this day been pleased to confer 
the * Award of Merit” upon JULES VERNE, because he's a talented 
and popular author, —“Feyther,” remarked the Azure-Orbed 
Prattler, “wot a pity it isas Jules ‘adn't riz to fame in your young 
days. Look wot a difference it might ‘ave made if you'd been 
brought up on ‘olesome litterytoor, such as ‘is, instead o° them 
venny orfuls you used to devour——” But ere this latest insult to 

Sngland’s greatest savant was concluded, an angered parent inter- 
rupted, and once again the peace of the neighbourhood was 
disturbed by shrieks, ea 

* 


Our own House of Commons is, unhappily, not altogether free 
from trifling shindies at times, but the recent row between M. 
Clémenceau and MM. Milleroye and Dérouléde in the French 
Chamber proves that “they manage these things better in France.” 


* 

Berorf. the expiration of another weck, Prince George and 
Princess May will have undergone that ordeal which only comes 
tothe majority of men 
and women once in a 
lifetime, viz., matri- 
mony. Although the 
halo of romance is 
conspicuously absent 
from the coming 
marriage, there can 
be little’ doubt that 
on Thursday next 
England will witness 
a love match of the 
most genuine type. 
That the Eminent has 
approved of the 
hetrothal from the 
first, is a well-known 
fact in Court circles, 
and his offer—in case 
of indisposition—to 
take the bridegroom's 
place, has, although 
declined, been 
thoroughly _appreci- 
ated. That the young 
couple may have a 
life of health, happi- 
ness and prosperity, 
is the wish of A. 
SLOPER as wellas that 
of the majority of English people. So fill up, and drink a bumper 
to the happy pair. e 
sf 

VisiToRs to Great Yarmouth—and they can be numbered by 
hundreds of thousands—cannot fail but to have been attracted by 
the liberal catering of Mr. J. Nightingale of the Royal Aquarium. 
A visit paid by A. SLOPER to the gentleman in question, a short 
time ago, convinced him that Yarmouth possesses at least one go- 
ahead individual, Besides deluging him with a torrent of “ Un- 
sweetened.” the sweet-voiced Nightingale placed before the 
Ancient Old Sinner a luncheon that would have cheered the heart 
of the most inveterate gourmand, Anadjournment was afterwards 
made to the Aquarium Theatre, and A, SLOPER’s heart was made 
still Baier It will be long before the memory of Nightingale’s 
hospitality fades from the Eminent's memory. 


. 

A. SLOPER, as 2 Public Benefactor and the Friend of Man, is, of 
course, very sorry to hear of the probability of a water famine. 
Personally, however, he can rub along very well as long as there is 
ho scarcity of his own particular, 7 


* 

“THAT nose !—that face again!” groaned the genial Edward 
Swanborough, as A. SLOVER, full of happiness and gin, weighed 
into the London 
Pavilion the other 
evening. 
that some— 
“Cheese it, Teddy!” 
hiccoughed the 
Eminent One, as 
he endeavoured to 
tlick from the tails \ 
of his evening \ 
dress coat the rem- 
nants of a pawn- 
ticket which had 
taken refuge there. 
Teddy became 
dumb at once, and 
in response to A, 
SLOPER'S applica- 
tion for a seat, 
handed him over 
to a commission- 
aire. Safely en- 
sconced in the 
stalls, the Mil- 
dewed One calmly 
proceeded to dis- 
cuss the pro- 
gramme. That an 
excellent one had 
been prepared goes 
without saying ; 
suflice it for us to 
announce the fact 
that James Fawn, J. W. Hunter and Bessie Bellwood are shining 
at their best at present, and music-hallists know what that means. 


(Saturday, July 1, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 8TO JULY, 1893, 
—— 


Qnd July, 1661.—Under this date Evelyn says: “I went tc 
see the new Spring Garden at Lambeth, a pretty contrived planta. 
tion.” This place was probably Cuper’s Gardens, described as 4 
favourite resort for the gay and protligate from the end of thy- 
seventeenth to the middle of the eighteenth centuries. It wa. 
suppressed by the magistrates in 1753. 


SS 
3rd July, 1836.—Raikes, under this date, states that a duc! 
was fought at Ghent on the 29th of the previous month between 4 
Captain Thevenot, formerly a cavalry otticer under Napoleon, und 
aun Englishman named Tyrwhit. At the first shot Mr. Tyrwhit w. 
wounded in the neck, but he returned the fire-and killed his adver. 
sary. The cause of the quarrel was an Italian lady, who was 
insulted by the captain, and claimed the protection of the English. 
man, 
i 
4th July, 1878.—The Queen’s Proctor having this day inter. 
vened in the suit for divorce instituted by the Earl of Aylesford 
(“Joe”), after partial hearing of the evidence, defence to the 
counter-charge was abandoned and the petition dismissed, 


5th July, 1766.—This evening, at one o'clock, a man, who 
had laid a wager to cross the Thames in a butcher's tray, set out in 
the same from Somerset Stairs, and reached the Surrey shore with 
great ease, using nothing but his hands. He had ona cors jacket 
in case of any accident. It was said £1400 was depending on this 
affair, and upwards of seventy boats full of spectators were present, 


ee __.. 
6th July, 1891.— Writing to the Praple on this date, Mr, 


Edward Draper says: “ In this week's issue I read of the query— 
‘Who ate puppy dog pie under Battersea Bridge?’ 1 have always 
heard this (as Albert Smith has quoted it) as * Who ate the puppy 
pie under Marlow Bridge?’ Once being at Marlow 1 inquired for 
and was informed of the origin of this teazing. The landlord of a 
tavern close to Marlow Bridye,and much frequented by bargemen, 
was much annoyed by constant depredations upon his larder, espe- 
cially in respect of certain pies for which the house was famous. 
One day he went into his taproom (having missed another pie). and 
the rogues had the temerity to chatt him about the excellent 
tinavour of the last abstracted patty. Said he, ‘Now I'd rather have 
lost two ordinary pies than that one. 1 was going to try an experi- 
ment with it. You see, my bitch Juno had nine pups last week, 
and I had seven of them killed and put into that pie, thinking they 
might be nice.’ The guilty bargemen at once clapped thelr hands 
to their mouths and rushed out.” 


7th July, 1805.—Dicky Suett, the famous comedian, who 
died this day, used to tell a story about a landlady of his who was 
n great lover of gin. He would sometimes overhear her say: 
“ Betty, go and get a quartern loaf and half a quartern of gin.” On 
started Letty ; but she was soon recalled. “ Betty, make it half a 
quartern loaf and a quartern of gin.” Betty started again, again to 
Mf recalled, * Betty, on second thoughts, you may as well make it 
all gin. 


8th July, 1716.—Dr. South, the celebrated preacher, who 
died this day, once called on his old friend and fellow collegian, Dr. 
Vaterland, who pressed hii to stay to dinner. Mrs. W., however, 
refused to make any addition to the leg of mutton already pro- 
vided, saying she would not be put out of her way. The husband, 
provoked beyond all patience, declared that if it were not for the 
stranger in the house ie would thrash her, “ Dear Doctor.” cried 
South, who had heard all this through a thin partition, “as we 
have been friends so long, 1 beseech you not to make a stranger of 
me on this occasion.” 


TO MY PILLOW. 


LoNG have [loved thee with friendship sincere, 
My pillow! my pillow! my pillow! 
For to thee | could say what no mortal must hear, 
My pillow! my pillow! my pillow! 
When the girl who had sworn | should make her my bride 
Violated her promise, and wounded my pride, 
Then in whom but in thee could I safely contide? 
My pillow! my pillow! my pillow! 


Of the ups and the downs in my life thou hast known, 
My pillow; my pillow! my pillow! 
All my follies and vices I've told thee alone, 
My pillow! my pillow! my pillow! 
And, communing with thee, | have sorrowed and wept, 
“Till the anguish away from my heart has been swept, 
And new Bones and ambitions within me have leapt, 
My pillow! my pillow! my pillow! 


But my love is now changed into hatred and spite, 
My pillow! my pillow! my pillow! 
Tam riled by the trick thou didst play me last night, 
My pillow! my pillow! my pillow! 
For a gold-laden stocking beneath thee I keep, 
And last night, when Bill Sikes to my chamber did creep, 
Thou didst fail to arouse me from out of my sleep, 
My pillow! my pillow! my pillow ! 


———.—_— 


A THICK 'UN. 


Overheard on the Underground Railivay. 

Tot Man, Poof! This air is so thick, one can alsuost chew it. 
_ Stranger. Uf youcall this thick, you should have been where I've 
just come from in South America. The air there is that thick that 
I've seen a fellow, who was cutting down a tree, leave his axe 
hanging in the air when the twelve o'clock whistle blew to knock 
off work, and it hadn’t reached the ground when he came back 
from dinner. [And then the engine broke down. 


—_>——__ 
THAT SIXTEEN CANDLE POWER. 


[The Gas Light and Coke Co. has recently been fined for supplying gas the 
illuminating power of which was Leluw the average required by the Act.) 

It was long inal the hour of midnight, upon the Friday in the 
Ascot week, when a dishevelled man crawled bootless and coatle=s 
into his nuptial chamber with the iron determination to creep 
silently out of his braces or perish in the attempt. : 

But, casting a furtive glance at the bed, he saw a sight which 
made his blood curdle in his veins, and brought back to him vision~ 
of his schoolboy days when he was taught in Greek Mytholesy 
that, according to Aischylus, there were three Gorgons’ heads, with 
only one eye between them, and if those heads looked at you ye" 
were turned into stone! He distinctly saw three heads, crowned 
with snaky coils (or they may have been curl-papers) and ene hard 
grey eye glittering out from that chaos, and he began to feel vers 
cold, and thought the bell was going to be rung for the steue 
metamorphosis, 

Just as he was about to yell for police assistance those three 
ee merged into one, and rose, and a chillingly sober voice 
asked, 

“Where have you been?” : 

“Well—er—fact is—been City see gas test’d—mosh intereshin- 
shperiment,: carbonloroform—something—tryan’find rshults tft) 
canles— no, six'een can‘les—smellin’ breath, smell of -—”" 

“Smell your breath.” said the calm freezing voice, “[ smvlt 1! 
the instant your key turned in the lock. If you would be goo! 
enough to go down in the kitchen ” 

~Couldn'tifItried! ” : 

“T knew that, perfectly well; but if you mere down there a 
breathed into the cupboard nearest the boiler, I wouldn't be" 
blackbeetle in that cupboard fora king's ransom, Beast!” 

With which she turned out the gas and left him lost in thought. 
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Saturday, July f, 1893. 
DREADFUL DETERIORATION. 


ntemporary states that the shape of a woman's leg has siceadfally 
iclaconad within the last century or two—and that it is owing to the fact 


that women now take plenty of exercise.) 


E A TEAR I must _— 
SAS thige ate s For the leg it is sai 
Mdhibeteetovecee © hei Doesn't deserve commend. 


ation; 
Why ?—nobody knows, 
But the nether limb shows 
Dreadful deterioration ! 


The cause I am told. 

For both young and old, 
Is any athletic vocation ; 

No ladies, please, pause, 

Since athletics cause 
Dreadful deterioration ! 


The folks must be mad 
To think exercise bad, 
Such people deserve con- 
demnation ; 
But to say—I must beg— 
The Athletic Leg 
Ne’er shows deterioration ! 


nd 


PROOF POSITIVE. 

“Do you think Jones has 
got any taste for music?” “1 

on't know, but I heard that 
he once pawned his old mother’s hymn-book to get a quartern of 
* Unswectened.’” 


——__>—__— 


THE MEANNESS OF SLODGER. 

IT is just possible that some of you may not know much about 
Little Localton, and in that case it is quite within the bounds of 
probability that you are also unaware of the existence of Jeremiah 
slodger. Localton is rather a select little place, about eight 
miles from town, reached by a (suppositious) express service. 
Charming red-brick, white-gabled villas they build there, too ; tiled 
hearths, electric bells, paved halls, and all the latest improvements. 
But old Slodger possesses the largest, most charming, and latest 
improved of the lot. To tell youthe truth, old Jeremiah is looked 
upon as a little bit of a nob ; not because he's a peroulany aristo- 
cratic personage at all~far from it, but he’s certainly the most 
prosperous Localtonian, and keeps the best drop of whisky and as 
sood a cigar as anyone could desire. 

And what a garden the old boy has too! It was a fair size 
originally, but since he took in that two-acre field at the back, it's 
been the pride and wonder of the whole place, and 1 don't belivve 
you'd find another such a show of strawberries as his in a month's 
walk. 

The gallons he would take up to town of a morning, too. Why, 
the mouths of the entire platform used to water as he came along, 
staggering under the weight of a big open dasket full of luscious 
berries, coolly covered with dewy cabbage leaves ; and the compe- 
tition to get into the same compartment with the old cock, on the 
off chance of being offered a few, was dreadfully keen. But the old 
tellow was anything but 
generous in this respect, and 
seldom it was that anyone 
got even a smell of ‘°em—he 
kept them snugly tucked 
under the seat all the while. 

Now, although there are 
a couple of longish tunnels 
between Localton and the 
city, the railway people are 
apparently ignorant of the 
fact, as lights are never 
provided, and consequently 
there are periods when the 
carriage is shrouded in inky 
blackness. No; I shall 
never be quite sure who first 
suggested it; bad habits 
are infectious, and somehow 
or other five or six of us 
used to quite struggle for 
places in Slodger’s conipartment, and help ourselves pretty freely 
out of his basket uncer cover of the friendly tunnels. The rush 
for that compartment was something wonderful ; every body seemed 
suddenly to feel that life wasn’t worth living if they didn’t travei 
up with Slodger. 

The old fellow bore all this honour calmly enough for a time : 
he never appeared to notice how much lighter his basket was at 
the journey's enu. But one day, one fatal day, he came on to the 
platform with .n extra large basket; up came the train and in 
Jumped Slodger, pushed his burden under the seat, and in nine of 
us crowded after him, and waited anxiously for the tunnel. 
At last it came, and those of us who had secured good places bent 
noiselessly forward, groped for the basket and plunged in our hands. 

Two seconds later six men were bv most awful language 
beneath their breath, and wiping a thick, sticky; evil smelling 
mixture all over their handkerchiefs and clothes. One minute 
later the train had emerged into daylight, and old Slodger was seen 
doubled up in his corner in a fit of laughter, at the spectacle of his 
victims daubed all over with the awful compound. 
oh, he old scoundrel had filled the bottom of his basket with a dish 

ar. 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV." 
No, 105,—BEtt BELMORE. 
“ PRINTER, printer, why is not 
The issue yet in hand?” 
And pM the Fabric’s eyes there 
shot 
A glare which quite unmanned 
The printer, who with ice-cold 
brow 
To make reply contrived : 
“Sir, from the reader, up to now, 
The proofs have not arrived.” 


‘Reader, reader, why have not 
You handed in your proofs?” 
And ten big kicks the reader got 
From SLoPER's two big hoofs, 

“(iood sir, I sit beneath a spell 
That chains both eye and arm: 

This portrait of delicious Bell 
Has bound me like a charm.” 


SLOPER at the likeness shot 
A glance, and he, as well, 
Was rooted, rooted to the spot 
By that o’ermastering spell. 
And “4, 7, 9,” from Press had 
been 
Weeks late, but by some rare; 
Good chance a woman-hater keen 
Just then did board our lair. 
And, having seen how matters 
stood, 
He (scornfully neglecting 
Miss Belmore’s beauty) proved so good 
As do our proof-correcting ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 
THE EDOITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


15 Vicrorta Grove, FuLHAM Roap, S.W., June 16th, 1893. 

DEAR S1k,—Let me thank you most heartily for the “ Award 
of Merit” received yesterday. 1 esteem it a high privilege and 
honour to be allowed to sign F.O.S. to my name, and my Warrant 
for so doing will be hung in my study in «a conspicuous place 
amongst my art treasures and valued possessions.—Very sincerely 
yours, CECIL HOWARD, F.O.S. 


BoYFIELD House, MOULTON, SPALDING, June 19th, 1893. 
“IT's pained the race of poets since 
The work! bevan, that starling 
Is inst about the only rhyme 
That they can find to darling.” 

DEAR EMINENT,—When I read the above in your “ITALF- 
Hovipay” last week, it occurred to me that Mrs. Sloper and the 
Twins can only exist in your editorial imagination, the reason why 
1 give below: 

This on poets is unkind, 
You mildewed, dear old darling ; 
You can't be married, else you'd tind 


Your missis often snarling. 
ROBERT KING, 
—— 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 172.—HE Proves 11s UnpcusteD RIGHT TO THE 
Dussow FLitcH. 

“Poor wife, with hunger glires thine cye! 
Poor babes, for bread in vain ye cry ! 
And I mvse!f am tit to die 

Of hunger ina diteh, 
But for 2 time, O babes and wife! 
Let's stick like death to precious life ; 
Ere long our long-gone-rusty knife 

Shall carve the Dunmow Flitch!” 


Next morn to Dunmow walked the Worm, 
And told the “ powers that be” in firm, 
Bold words, that for a lengthy term 

He'd been espoused—* through which 
No single angry word has been 
At any time exchanged between 
My Dutch and me. I therefore mean 

To bone the Dunmow Flitch!” 


The “ powers that be” with many a grin 
Surveyed the wayworn Tank of Gin, 
But kindly said, * We'll see if in 

Your tale there's any hitch ; 
And if, although your statements tax 
Our credence, they be by the fax 
Borne out, then not in vain you'll ax 

To grab the Dunmow Fiitch !” 


That night the “ powers that be ” fell foul 

Upon the Gaunt and Famished Ghoul. 

“ You lying rat, you thrice-boiled owl, 
We've made inquiries, which 

Most clearly prove that ‘twixt your spouse 

And you occur continual rows ; 

So, hang you, sir! you shall not chouse 
Us of the Dunmow Flitch!” 


“Sirs!” quoth the Wreck, “ whene'er there be 
Slight quarrels ‘twixt my bride and me, 
‘Tis but with angry blows that we 
Into each other pitch. 
For angry swords our ire’s too hot, 
So angry words we bandy not ; 
And hence a right good right we've got 
To bone the Dunmow Flitch!"” 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 
“LARKS!:”’ 


£5SO Insurance Coupon. 


“LARKS:” 


Crammed with Funny Pictures. 


“LARKS!:” 
Full of Side-Splitting Reading 


“LARKS:” 
Conducted by GILBERT DALZIEL. 


“LARKS:” 
The New Halfpenny Comic. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“LaARKS!” OFFICE, 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


A MATTER OF NO IMPORTANCE. 

(“In this benighted parish they treat their deal like dogs or logs of wood.” 
So said Coroner Wyatt, on finding that the St. Saviour's parish officers hal 
Pela a dead body into the mortuary, and allowed no one a chance to identify 

Lo! a passing vehicle has crushed existence out of him, 

Prone upon the thoroughfare. untimely dead, he lies ; 

Not a whit of evidence, in pocket or on clout of him, 

To show his name or residence, rewards the searchers’ eyes, 

We, the parish ofticers, behold the corpse, and hazily 

Comes a notion over us—a notion that no doubt 
Somewhere lives a somebody who loves him: and we lazily 
Ask ourselves if we should strive to seek his “ someone " out. 
Married is he ?—single is he?) Englishman or foreigner?! 
Tush ! it's no affair of ours to find his kith and kin, 
Have we not a mortuary?) Have we not a coroner? 
Have we not a nameless grave to hide his body in? 


Lie awake, poor somebody, boding darkly, fearfully, 

Waiting, watching, listening, until your heartstrings burst : 
Pierce the night a thousand times, pate your chamber tearfully, 
Bid high Heaven be merciful and let you know the worst. 

Yet say not Heaven has negatived the plea of your insanity : 
Foiled by parish ofticers, not Heaven itself can act. 
We, the parish ofticers, with torpid inhumanity, 
Have in the deadhouse hid your love, and quite forgot the fact ! 
We shall neither move ourselves to minimise your sorrow nor 
Terminate the wild suspenée that all your soul devours. 
Have we nota mortuary? Have we not a coroner? 
Weep and wail, poor somebody ! it’s no concern of ours! 
a 


“PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT.” 

Firat Sweet Girl Thing. Well, dear.and how are you getting on 
with your violin? isn’t it very difficult? I suppose you have to 
practice a good deal, don't you, love? 

Sccond Sweet Girl Thing, Well, just a little, love, The next 
door neighbours have given notice ; Pa’s taken lodgings in the city ; 
and we haven't had a servant in the house for more than a week 
together ever since 1 began. Practice a good deal, did you say, 
dear ?—well, I should just say so! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


How to turn a Church School intoa Bored School: Keep all the 
scholars in an extra hour. 
Why is the letter C like Commonsense ?~Because a chappy is 
marey without it. 
"IRST-CLASS Single: An unmarried woman with plenty of 
spondulicks. 
THE French Revolution: Dancing in a café chantant. 


ZEPHANIAH P. SUGG. 
(A Romance oF SALT LAKE City.) 
= 
CHAPTER V. 
For the moment Mrs, Sugg and her mother were unanimous, 
and with the enunciation of the words, “Hes bolted!" thes, with 


They found their tongues, 


one accord, glared at one another in otherwise speechless wrath 
and indignation. 

Then they found their tongues, and the ill-concealed grievances 
of their married life burst forth, and each of the ladies told the 
other what she thought of her, and the other retaliated, and alto- 
gether there was a very pretty breach of the peace, # # # « 

And while there was this disquiet inthe residence of the departed 
Mr. Sugg, there was also deep disquiet in the hearts of the authori- 
ties of the Salt Lake City. In other cities, when a man departs 
suddenly and leaves his wife to be supported by the parish, it isa 
matter of considerable concern; but when, as in the case of the 
Sugg family, the deserted woman is in seventeen divisions, the 
matter becomes 1 calamity and requires grave consideration. 

The Fathers of the City recognised the circumstance as one of no 
ordinary kind, and during two days they debated the matter with 
great fervour. Some members proposed a pursuit of the villain 
Sugg, and that he should be lynched, but it was pointed out that 
this would be a poor remedy, because it would make Mrs. Sugg an 
undoubted 
widow, and s¢ 
she would be- 
come a heavy 
burden on the 

warochial funds 

twas even 
pointed out that 
to send someone 
after him to cap- 
ture him would 
be of little avail, 
because if he 
were brought 
back, he would 
still be bankrupt 
and unable to 
support Mrs, 
Sugg, who would 
still be charge- 
able. It was pro- 
posed that some- 
one should be 
invited to volun- 
tecr to marry 
Mrs. Sugg, and 
the pete hial 
and municipal 
authorities 
would post a suf- 
ficient sum to 
obtain a divorce 
for her from the 
faithless Sugg; but it was pointed out that this device was too 
thin to take in anyone. 

The affair was undoubtedly bewildering, and discussion almost 
came toa standstill. Party strife between the different factions of 
the Board was forgotten, and it was felt by all that a solution of 
the trouble would be welcomed, no matter from whom it came. 

One venerable elder, who had fora considerable time been in the 
minority on most questions, at length made a proposition. He 
pointed out that this was a matter that should be dealt with quite 
outside of party politics. It was a grave crisis, and must be 
approached cautiously, They must be careful that they should 
establish no precedent. If they were on an occasion like the pre. 
sent to allow a widow, who was so extremely numerous, to become 
chargeable to the rates, it might give encouragement to others to 
follow the example of the base Sugg. It had to be remembered 
that there were others who were numerously wived,and who might 
be equally callous to the sense of their responsibilities, He pointed 
out, too, that if they despatched a detective in search of Sugg, it 
was only the sending away of one man in search of another. If 
his iden was entertained by the Board, there would be seventcen 
vigilant women, 
with revenge in 
their hearts, in 
search of the 
missing Sugg. 
Besides, he 
pointed out that 
if sothe of Mrs. 
Sugg fell vic- 
tims to other 
matrimonial 
ties, it will be x 
all for the good 
of the State. 
He, therefore, 
asx no one was 
likely to take 
over Mrs. Sugy 
as a going con- 
cern In one lot, 
proposed that 
she be_ turned 
into a Limited 
Liability Com- 
pee » estab- 

ished for the 
pursuit and cap- 
tureof Suge. 
with a eap i 
two thousand 
dollars, in dol- 

lar shares. The capital wonld be called up from time to time to 
enable the pursuit to be carried on. The idea captivated the Boor, 
and was carried unanimously. (70 be continued nest week.) 


In debate. 


ot 
Maile a proposition. 
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THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 314.— Mn. WILLIAM BLACK, F.O.S. 

“Popilir as this ventloman undoubtedly is as an author, there 
are, nevertheless, a very large number of novel rewlers to whom 
his works do not appeal. Description of Highland scenery and 
Scotch mists are all very well in their way, but one can have a 
little too much of them, and William, who makes a speciality of 
the aforesaid, consequently comes in for a share of abuse from 
those unable to fully appreciate the beauties he extols. Here we 
refrain from perpetratiny «a very obvious pun, the delicate 
cousideration we have always shown for our readers alone pre- 
venting us from remarkins that our hero is, however, not so 
Iilack as he is painted, Willian, we understand, early exhibited 
signs of literary genius, ami would use np quires of the family- 
crested notepaper scrawling items for ‘Poets’ Corner’ in the 
local newspaper. Meeting with very little encouragement, and 
still less remuneration froin the presiding genius of that organ, 
our hero next turned his attention to fiction, and produced a 
stirring tale of blood and crime, which ran through two hun- 
dred numbers and made the fortune of a weekly journal, 
entitled the Bows’ Own Hatreurler. With the proceeds of this 
veuture he journeyed up to Lomion, and was fortunate enough 
to make the acquaintance of A. SLovper. That eminent 
littérateur, in consideration of William purchasing a few pawn- 
tickets he happenel to have for sale fora frien and standing 
sundry drinks, introduced him to numerous literary friends, 
who soon put the young anthor an the highway to fame and 
fortune in which he at present reioices. Cliefly because he's an 
eminent author, he was created F.O.S., and the ‘shoper Award 
of Merit’ presented to him Mareh 13th, 1886.°— Dehrett Improved, 


Mermaid. Oh, lor’! if there isu’t one of those horcid sharp- 
shootists! I'm off! (Disappears tn the bring. 


, 
/ 
l4 
yf 
\ &~ - 
He. Do you—er—faucy me cnough, Miss Squeamish, to spare 


me a kiss ? 
She. I might, but I should want a good deal of pressing first. 


, 


NAUGHTYCAL, 
A tale of the sea. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


NOT QUITE WHAT HE MEANT. 


First Swett, I was terribly put out at my hotel last meht. 


Second Swell, Indeca ! 


They cetainced your luggage, I supp 


THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 


Jilted Lover. Hullo! not much hay. Your master wil have to come to us. 
Country Girl. Oh, no! we shall have enough for you/ 


ONE SORT OF CARGO. 


“Call yourself a cargo ? 


T guess they've got a cargo over 


| Saturday, July 1 1893 


Kindly Villager. You seem ter'ble ‘ot, guv'nor. Looks 
as though a glass o’ ale ‘ud go down a treat. I dou's 
mind showin’ ye where ye can get the best in the village. 


Nice fresh ostricn eggs for breakfast. Try ‘em, ani 
you'll eat no other. 


TURNING THE TABLES. 


1. “Sce that biscuit, Ponty? Now I'm going to teach you a bit of fancy swimming.” 
2. “Hi! In, good dog, fetch it out!" 


3. “Good ole cha: 
4. “Snakes alive 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


? 


pie! Good lilly doggy!” 
there'll be an inquest round here presently, I guess!” 


TRYING TO MAKE BOTH ENOS MEET. 


the herrin’ pond as‘U lick it buller. Yah! ain't they gut 


Chi-cago?" 


e@e 


No. 63, - 


Rosalie. 


An awkwarl job when you wagt a light and both 21° 
“half seas over.” 


— 
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